THE PROLOGUE
TO THE NUN'S PRIEST'S TALE

OLD!" cried the knight. "Good sir, no more

of this,

What you have said is right enough, and is
Very much more; a little heaviness
Is plenty for the most of us, I guess.
For me, I say it's saddening, if you please,
As to men who've enjoyed great wealth and ease,
To hear about their sudden fall, alas!
But the contrary's joy and great solace,
As when a man has been in poor estate
And he climbs up and'waxes fortunate,
And there abides in all prosperity.
Such things are gladsome, as it seems to me,
And of such things it would be good to tell,"
"Yea," quoth our host, "and by Saint Paul's great

bell,

You say the truth; this monk, his clapper's loud.
He spoke how 'Fortune covered with a cloud*
I know not what, and of a 'tragedy,'
As now you heard, and gad! no remedy
It is to wail and wonder and complain
That certain things have happened, and it's pain,
As you have said, to hear of wretchedness.
Sir monk, no more of this, so God you blessl
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